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Yen o:ngt 2 
Queen of Great-B ri tai N, Fl 
and Ireland. 
——T——— wm 
I Would begin, but know not how; '' 
The Subjects Great, tho” yaild with Sorrow now ; + :* 
Since Death, that only cou'd, - 
Has layd the Illuſtrious Theam fo low. : 
> We grant howere DiſtinEtion ſtill in Duſt ; 
| | For future Apes, as a Sacred Truſt, 
;? In Veneration to the Grave allowd, 
| S ::: 1 With 
t 
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With Sumptuous Maufoleum's hid, it lies 5 
Yet ſtill the poot unhappy Mortal dyes. 
Unfortunate Race of proud Mankind | 
By an eternal Doom, gre all Icpareial, 
Te a few Years of crazy Life contimrd » 


And only 1 in their primitive Duſt Immortald *\, 
EP 
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As if no other: way could have ; OA nd 
For Nacufe' Wheel tg have turnd pd 


When this ſame Nature, that in Time' Ms 

| Long had drowſie Jain before, 
Rouz'd into Acton by a greater Power, 
_ Firſt warmly brooded o're the Pregnant Maſs, 
And all the World was perfected in Man, 
She Step-dame cucn'd, and would not Eife bequeath, 
But on ſtrift Terms to have it back again. 
That was buc kac, She cry d, and ſireight ordain'd 
Her grand Plenipotentiary Death, 
Her Debt with utmoſt Rigour to:demand. 

Nor Prince nor Peaſant ſpare, faid ſhe, 

No Age or Sex, no Title or Degree. And 
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And leaſt the Task ſhould be too great for One, 
Gaye him a Train of numerous Diſcaſcs, 
From which in vain che. ſally Fugicives run 
To lonely Rocks, and diſtant Wilderneſſes, 
Death ſearches every Nook and every Hole 
From the Antarctic to the Artic Pole, 
And the magnificent Structure, Body and Mind, 

Firſt raisd by Gods in Council join'd, 
In dreaty Darkneſs lays, tho' we are ſafely bold, 
And hope, we ſhall once more a brighter Light behold, 


Totheſe harſh Laws ſubjected fell Great-Britain's QUEEN; 
Too good to Dye, | had She not mortal been. 
The Phoenix of Her Age : Thrice happy Ile, 
If ſuch another from her F uneral Pile 
Might have renew'd the Glory of her Throne. 


Let Ancient Story laſting Altars raiſe 
To Chaſt Zexobis, or Drufilla's Praile ; 


Drufilla, She who by Auguſtus ſide 
fove's Themis and his Metis both ſupply'd ; 
| B 2 Let 
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Let Modern Records tell wholoud Encomiums won > - 
For ſingle Vertues found diſtinCt-in every One þ *''c © 
Here Heay'ns Perfections all ici full-Reſorc 

Kept both a- Sacred-and a Splendid/Coure, + | v5 l 
All centerd in our QU EE N, Earth's Admiration,'' ' 
As many Stars make up one Conſtellation.” + ©? + © 
She was the Goddeſs in her towring Sphere; 

The reſt but- Demi-Goddeſſes to Her: - © #1 - 


The Beſt of Qucens, the Beſt of Wrwves, the Beſt of Fiiends 


For Friend and Wife, if nor reciprocall, : © | 4! 141 
The Tye diſſolves, andthe Relation ends. 
Thus piouſly inſtructed, She, 

When the Chief Maſter of che Family, 

(A Family no leſs then Three wide Realms, 
And yet but one continu d Houſhold all) 
Waging Juſt Wars abroad, exchang'd ſoft Eaſe 
And Conjugal Delights for Martial Toil, 

To ſtem th'[nvaſion that all Europe ovetwhelms, 
She, the Indulgent Miſtreſs, all che while, 


At home kept all in Order, all in Peace ; 
And 
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And the vaſt Houſhold livd releasd from Fear, 
Oreſhadow'd by her Providential Care. 
While She, from Dover-Cliffs to diſtant Thule, 
By One Obeying, Millions learnt co Rule. 
Like Cynthia thus, the farther from her Sun, 
She ſtill more brightly and more dazling ſhon. 
Had Salem King, for Wiſdom fo Renowad, 
Been now alive, with all his Glory Crownd, 
Excited by her Fame alone, 
He would haye left 7udea's pompous Throne, 
And to this Wonder of her Sex haye pay d 
The Viſit which to Him Sabear Princeſs made. 


Doſt thou not, Nature, now repent 
Thy Primitive Rigour, and Auſtere Decree 
That blinded Fate, and laid that ſtrict Reſtraint 
On Death inexorable made by Thee ? 

Permit Us to accuſe thy Conduct, Thou 
That to Harts and Ravens odly doſt allow 
Long Uſeleſs Life ; but to a narrow Span 


Haſt warp the Days of the World's Soy raign, Man. 
G 
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In this more crue], and rhunequat Friend 
Of thy loyd Darling dire Mortality, 
Tit fcill the Vertuous ſooneſt meet their End. 
The gaudy Morſels they, cull'd out by Death, 
His Taſc to pamper and perfume his Breath 
When over-glutted with the vulgar Fry. 

Yet Heaven is ſurely their deſignd Abode : 
Could there no other way to Heaven be found, 
But through the Grave, and Darkneſs under Ground 2 
'Tis ſomewhat hard, if Mortals might complain, 
And Man be the inferiour World's ' proud Sovercign, 
That Nature ſhould his Kingſhip thus controul, 
For him to want the poor Prerogative, 
'Thac Vertue ſhould not always V ice out-live. 


Soonelſt ! and that renews our juſt Complaints, 


That Heay'n ſhou'd be ſo eager that abounds in Saints. 
Had ſhe prolong'd her Days, and walkd with God; 
Or ina fiery Chariot ſhun'd the common Road, 
We never had repin'd 
 Toſeett Anciated Union broke : 


But to be ſwept away among the Vulgar Croud, 


That 
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That makes us wail the fatal Stroke, 
And want of Heay ns Exemption, twice ſo kind, 


Yet all the while to only Two confin'd, 


But whether rambles my Enthuſiaſt Muſe ? 
Oh--- Grief 's a Phrenſie, frequently trranſcends 
Thoſe Bounds which only Rapture can excuſe, 
And oft in vain with Fate and Heayn contends. 
* Thus argu the Chaldean deep and loud, 
Tho' otherwiſe for Patience ſo renown(d, 


When by the Burthen of his Anguiſh bow'd. 


Then Grief retire, thou haſt thy Tribute duly paid ; 
© The reſt in Annual Rites muſt be difplayd ; 


- For when a Saint like ours to Heayen aſcends, 


Grief ſays below, mc 
| And only Joy the Seraphim attends. 


Our Tears on Earth to certain Meaſures are reſtrain'd ; 


For ſhould our long exceſſive Moans, 
Like Nzobe congeal us into Stones, 
No Mortal yet cer ſaw reſtord 


- What the relentleſs Graye has once deyour'd. 
_ 


Thus 
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Thus Thirty Days 
In Moab's Plains by their loud Grief detaind 7D | 
The Sacred Hoſt of 1ſrae! wepr | 
When cheir Divine Commander ſlept, | 
And God conceal d Their Captain, and his Friend. - - | 
'Tis bur Self Intreſt ſil! 


With grudging Tears to wail Her endleſs Gaim, 
While only we deplore the Eofs our Selyes ſuſtain. 


For now; —— — | 
Our Saint ere this, in Bright Seraphick State, 1 
Has made her publick Entry through the Zaſpar Gate, ' 
Where ſhe through Walls of vaſt Tranſparent Gems, [ 
And Starry Luſtre into Trefles curl'd, 1 
Looks down with Pity on the Wicked World. 
Vouchſafe a Royal Saint an Apotheoſis 1 

So juſt to be allow as this. 7 
For why ſhould gaudy Superſtition claim | 

, The Keys of Paradice, ? 


And real SanCtity not haye the ſame, 


Or | 
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: Or Greater Privilege to Canonize 2 

She wore a Crown on Barth; Who can ſurmiſe 7 
: That ſhe ſhould loſe her Crown by going to Heay'n 2. 

Nor would the Queſtion be too cloſely drivn, 

:Where the Eftects of Prayer to Saints would fall, 

Should Rome on Hers, we on Our MART call. 


. 2 


'N ow Towring Muſe deſcend again, : 
And tO che cheared World explain 
'Th Enigma of our Joy and Sorrgw Subaltern, 
'So blended, chat at once we both Rejoice and Mourn. 
\We chought th' Ompiporens at firſt provokd , 
/And our Difalter wich Impatience brook' d, 
\Brizamnia Lnguiſhing with Arms acroſs 
'To ſee her Welfare weltring in her Lobs. 
- 2 N Bur then, Freſh Joys Arriyd, 
Finding Victorious WILLIAM till furvivd, 
| And to his Peoples Hearts more cloſely joynd, 
By New Eſpouſals of Addreſs d Aﬀection, 


D Britannia 


_— 
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Acknowledg'd Heav'n lefs Angry and more Kind, 
The more ſhe ſtood in.need of Heay'ns ProteQion. 
Long may He be, ſtill Armd in our Defence, 
The Care of wakefull Providence. 
And long may be his Martial Flame 
The Terrour of proud Bourbons Hated Name. 
For Mighty Works, and Wonderful Events, 
 Heavn ſtill prepares Heroic Inſtruments. 
Him all Men grant the Inſtrument prepar'd, 
And by the Gallick Titan only feard. 
Should His Support, by Prudence Fortunate, 
Once fail the Common Cauſe, I dread the Fate 
Of ZFurope all into Confuſion hurld, 
Like the Unbolted Frame of the Diflolving World. 


Bur This our Hope, and This our Joy ſuſtains, 
Tho' MAR 7's gone, yet WILLI1AM till remains. 


FINTIS:. 
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